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Was as a water's wearied with the wind,

Dim eye and fitful lip, whereon thy speech

Would break and die untimely.    Do these walls

And that wan wrinkling water at their foot

For my sake please thee ?   Thou shouldst love me well,

Or hate, I know not whether, if to share

The cup wherein I drink delight the lip

That pledges in it mine.

Mary Beaton.                If I be pale,

For fear it is not nor for discontent
Here to sit bounded; I could well be pleased
To shoot my thoughts no further than this wall
That is my body's limit, and to lead
My whole life's length as quiet as we sit
Till death fulfilled all quiet, did I know
There were no wars without nor days for you
Of change and many a turbulent chance to be
Whence I must not live absent

Queen.                                      Hast thou part,

Think'st thou, as in time past, predestinate
In all my days and chances ?

Mary Beaton.                       Yea, I know it.

Queen.    If thou have grace to prophesy, perchance
Canst thou tell too how I shall fare forth hence,
If quick or dead?    I had rather so much know
Than if thou love or hate rne.

Mary Beaton.                        Truly then

My mind forecasts with no great questioning
You shall pass forth alive.

Queen*                             What, to my death?